138                 FEVER, FAMINE, AND COLD
Off to the north-east the peaks of Roncador stood
out like a fortress.
In such localities as the Llanganatis Mountains,
timbered areas such as the small copse where we
were camped are few and far between, but rivers
numerous. Here it is timber, rather than water, as
in the Oriente, which rules the day's march. This
often results in very slow progress. Not infrequently
there may be two timbered areas only a few miles
apart, with no others for many miles, and thus a
day's march may not cover more than two or three
miles.
Here Amador, one of our peons, cut the sole of
his foot on a rock. Imperturbably he proceeded to
sew up the gash with a needle and thread.
After a freezing night we left Mamarita behind
and had considerable trouble passing the "wild
morass over which thou must cross." A light rain
came on once more, but we were still afforded some
protection by the great valley in which we travelled.
It all seemed strangely familiar; for here again,
after struggling through several morasses and as the .
ground dropped away on crossing a rise, we finally
came upon the small twin lakes of Anteojos. There
could be no mistake about them. Between them is a
point of land like a nose that gives the lakes an
appearance for all the world like a pair of spectacles. .
So small they were that we could easily have
missed them. We stood motionless on a small rise,
four strange-looking figures heavily muffled in our